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Minho to say something beyond " Yes," " ReaUy!", " Ah!",
" Quite ! " This did not occur. The celebrated novelist
was at first almost painfully attentive to what everybody
else said, and then seemed to go into a coma. Jon felt a
patriotic disappointment, for he himself was, if anything,
even more silent. He could see that, among the three
Blair girls and their two girl friends, a sort of conspiracy
was brewing, to quiz the silent English in the privacy of the
future. Francis Wilmot's speechless sister was a comfort
to him ; he felt that she would neither be entitled nor
inclined to join that conspiracy. He took refuge in handing
victuals and was glad when the period of eating on con-
stricted stomachs was over. Picnics were like Christmas
Day, better in the future and the past than in the present.
After the normal period of separation into genders, the
baskets were repacked, and all resorted to their vehicles.
The two cars departed for another mound said to be two
miles off. Francis Wilmot aad the two Blair girls judged
they would get back and watch the polo. Jon asked Anne
Wilmot which she wished to do. She elected to see the
other mound.	i
They mounted and pursued a track through the woods in
silence, till Jon said :
" Do you like picnics ? "
" I certainly do not."
" Nor do L    But riding ? "
" I just adore it more than anything in the world."
" More than dancing ? "
" Surely.    Riding and swimming ? "
" Ah !    I thought	"   And he was silent.
" What did you think ? "
" Well, I thought somehow you were a good swimmer."
" Why ? "
Jon said with embarrassment:

